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Summary: C/7. AU where Seven makes an unexpected change as to the 
choice for her proposed first date during the episode "Someone to 
Watch Over Me" with interesting repercussions. 


1 . Teaser 

DISCLAIMER: It's Paramount's galaxy. 

AUTHOR'S NOTE: C/7. AU where Seven makes an unexpected change as to 
the choice for her proposed first date during the episode "Someone to 
Watch Over Me" with interesting repercussions. 

I've decided to try something different for me and write the five AUs 
from "Possibilities" simultaneously. I'll post the first chapter 
"teaser" for each over the next few days and then go from there 
(expanded from what was in the original) . Reviews are always 
welcome . 

# 

SURPRISE DATE 
Stardate 52649.3 

"Seven, I need the data from those last two Astrometric scans, " 

Ensign Kim said as he entered Astrometrics holding a data PADD . 
Instead of stopping where Seven stood, however, he walked right past 
to examine what was displayed on the Astrometrics main 
visual . 

Ensign Kim's curiosity was a constant of the universe. Seven mused. 
"In a moment," she replied crisply not looking up. She was entering 
commands and examining something else on one of the rear 
consoles . 



"That looks like the crew manifest, " Kim remarked staring up at the 
main visual. A dozen or so names were displayed and scrolling. 

Seven nodded and glanced over her shoulder at the screen. She was 
just completing the task. "The Doctor asked me to pick a suitable 
candidate . " 

Ensign Kim appeared confused and turned to face Seven. "For 
what ? " 

"Lesson ten. The first date." 

"Your first date?" Kim responded. He appeared bemused and his 
incredulous tone irritated Seven. She decided to ignore this initial 
reaction. Her social lessons with the Doctor were proceeding 
adequately and she felt ready for this next step. In fact, perhaps 
Ensign Kim could be of assistance. 

"I've narrowed the list to two crewmen, based on work performance and 
compatible interests." 

"I didn't know you had any interests." 

"Neither did I, but apparently they include astronomy, quantum 
mechanics and music." 

"I play the clarinet, you know," Kim replied. Seven smiled inwardly. 
Ensign Kim had made his desires plain since soon after she first 
arrived. She had never reciprocated his interest. Although she felt 
she had a good working relationship with the ensign, she never 
considered it desirable to pursue anything further. 

"You are not one of the candidates. Ensign, " Seven replied. She 
picked up a PADD to control the main screen and stepped up onto the 
platform in front of Astrometrics . 

"Oh, " Kim said with obvious disappointment and then followed her in 
front of the main screen. "Well, maybe I could help you pick Mister 
Right, " he suggested. 

Given his responses so far. Seven was more dubious about the veracity 
of his assistance, but decided obtaining his opinion couldn't hurt. 
She tapped in the correct commands on the PADD and the first 
candidate's image appeared on the Astrometrics main screen. "Ensign 
Bronowski, assigned to the Airponics bay. His work record is flawless 
and he plays the accordion." 

Kim grimaced. "Badly, very badly. He's got no sense of humor." 

What does humor have to do with playing the accordion? Seven 
wondered. Besides, she was unconvinced about the need for her match 
to play a musical instrument. Seven nodded anyway and cycled the 
image to the next candidate. "Lieutenant Chapman, Structural 
Engineering . " 

"Chapman's a nice guy," Kim said noncommittal. He didn't sound 
particularly convinced, although appeared more amenable to this match 
over Ensign Bronowski. 



"We worked together on an away mission. He seemed efficient." That 
was easy enough. Seven was about to make the final decision when she 
noticed the continued unsettled look on Ensign Kim's face. Was there 
something he disapproved of with Lieutenant Chapman? The selection 
had taken no time at all, perhaps there was time to show some other 
candidates . 

"There was one other I considered having as a finalist, " Seven 
offered and tapped in the commands to call up the image. 

"Commander Chakotay?" Kim said with surprise. 

"Yes, " Seven replied, uncertain why the Commander would elicit such a 
strong response as compared to the other two. 

"He has no musical talent, " Kim protested. "The two of you have 
nothing in common." 

"That is not true, " Seven responded. "He also has an interest in 
astronomy." She looked back at the image and added, "He is easy to 
interact with and comes to Astrometrics every afternoon for the daily 
report. We already have a rapport of sorts. I estimate his other 
attributes compensate for a lack of musical abilities." 

Kim was shaking his head, and again Seven was irritated. What was 
wrong with Commander Chakotay as a choice for a date? "Noa€ 1 " was all 
Kim eventually said. 

"Clarify," Seven asked. She couldn't quite hide the displeasure in 
her voice. 

"He'saCl what twenty years older than you?" 

"Chronologically, twenty-one years, two months and thirteen days, " 
Seven stated. "If you take into account my accelerated growth in the 
Borg maturation chamber, it is only an eleven year biological 
difference in age. That is irrelevant. There are countless examples 
in Federation and pre-Federat ion records of human couples with even 
larger age differences." 

Kim shifted uncomfortably. "ButaC 1 He's your commanding 
officer . " 

"Also irrelevant. I am not in Star Fleet, and technically neither is 
Commander Chakotay. Besides, Star Fleet regulations do allow for 
fraternization under certain circumstances , and I believe a 
relationship between myself and the Commander would fit within the 
allowable parameters." Seven looked back to Kim. "Is there anything 
else?" 

Kim shrugged. "I don't know Seven. You and the Commander? I just 
don ' t see it . " 

For whatever reason. Ensign Kim's objections had the opposite effect. 
It solidified in Seven's mind even more the choice for her first 
date. Commander Chakotay was an intriguing individual. She touched 
the controls and the screen went blank. "Thank you Ensign. I've made 
my decision . " 


# 



Commander Chakotay entered Astrometrics at his usual time. He liked 
to make the rounds to the various sections near the end of the day 
shift instead of receiving the reports via the comm. It was a daily 
ritual and he rarely deviated from his set schedule. Seven turned 
crisply, the PADD with her Astrometrics report already extended 
towards his outstretched hand. 

"Anything unusual?" he asked with a smile. It was one of three 
greetings he typically used when nothing specific was going on, but 
not the most common. He would usually first ask a variant of how 
Seven was doing, and Seven would respond she was fine, and then he 
would follow with a more specific question or direction. With today's 
variant, he would eventually ask about her well-being. He was 
thoughtful in that way. Seven was prepared for any contingency. 

"We are still monitoring the category two nebula discovered last week 
and did detect the possibility of a class-M planet orbiting one of 
the stars . " 

"That is unusual, " Chakotay agreed. 

"I thought so as well," Seven replied. She smiled to herself. They 
did share an interest in astronomy, after all. "My analysis, however, 
indicates a diversion from our course back to the Alpha Quadrant once 
we are finished with the Kadi trade agreement is unwarranted at this 
time. It's all covered in today's report." 

"Is there something else we could do on our present projected course 
that would facilitate confirming your analysis?" 

"Continued monitoring during the next week once we get back underway 
should clear things up." 

Chakotay was glancing at the PADD and nodded. "I'll take a look and 
show your findings to the Captain when she gets back." He then looked 
up and added, "Everything else going okay with you?" 

"I am doing fine. Commander. Thank you." 

"Very good. Inform me immediately if there's a change in your 
analysis about that planet." 

He was turning to leave when Seven interrupted him. She had decided 
their daily routine would offer the perfect opportunity to address 
the matter of arranging a mutual engagement. "Commander. A moment if 
you please . " 

Chakotay turned back. "Of course." 

Seven stepped closer to Chakotay. "Your presence is a€ 1 requested, 
tonight. Nineteen hundred hours. Holodeck two." 

A mixture of curiosity and confusion crossed Chakotay 's face. "What's 
going on? Is there another engineering simulation I wasn't told 
about ? " 

"Dinner, " Seven replied. 

Chakotay 's expression changed subtly from uncertainty to one more of 



interest. "Are you asking me to join you for dinner?" 

"That is correct . Specify your response." 

Now Chakotay was smiling, but he seemed at a loss for something to 
say. Seven became alarmed he might raise similar objections as Ensign 
Kim about their difference in age or feel his position as First 
Officer would preclude such a relationship. 

"Our relative age does not concern me, " Seven stated. 

"Oh?" That appeared to catch him by surprise. Seven pressed on. 

"I have also consulted the appropriate Star Fleet regulations," she 
continued. "Fraternization is permissible when the superior officer 
in question has no direct influence on promotion and there is no 
actual or perceived opportunities for special treatment as compared 
to others in the chain of command. In our circumstances here on 
_Voyager_, that is clearly the case." 

This elicited a broader smile and perhaps even a subdued laugh. Seven 
decided she successfully defused the impasse or possibly 
misinterpreted Commander Chakotay 's original expression all together. 
"Sounds like fun, " he finally said. 

"So your answer is in the affirmative?" 

"See you in holodeck two." 

"Very good, " Seven replied, and then added, "Please be 
punctual . " 

Chakotay nodded. "See you then, " he said and turned again to 
leave . 

Seven nodded back satisfied as the doors slid shut behind him. That 
wasn't so bad. The Doctor's instructions and her own research 
indicated that asking someone out on a first date was often difficult 
and uncomfortable, but that seemed to go very efficiently. She 
returned to her Astrometrics station confident the upcoming dinner 
would go just as smoothly. 


2 . The First Date 
Chapter 2 a€" The First Date 

Seven of Nine entered sickbay. The Doctor was examining the results 
of a test on a circular specimen chip and seemed overly pleased with 
himself. "Please state the nature of the medical emergency," he said 
cheerily as he placed the chip back into its tray and turned to face 
Seven . 

"I have a date," Seven replied. 

The Doctor smiled. He seemed genuinely pleased with her progress with 
the social lessons over the last couple of days. "Who did you end up 
asking?" he inquired. 


"Commander Chakotay." 



The Doctor's smile was quickly replaced by one of concern. In fact. 
Seven would almost classify his expression as a frown. "Commander 
Chakotay? Whatever made you choose our First Officer for your first 
date? " 

"After reviewing the crew manifest, he seemed like a desirable and 
logical choice, " Seven responded matter-of-fact ly . 

The Doctor shook his head. Something was clearly troubling him and 
Seven wondered what his concern might be. "I don't know Seven," he 
said haltingly. "You and the Commander?" 

"Clarify," Seven said. When the Doctor didn't answer right away, she 
became irritated. It was evident he didn't have a specific objection 
after all. "Curious. Ensign Kim had a similar reaction to my choice. 
What exactly is wrong with my dating Commander Chakotay?" 

The Doctor appeared on the verge of saying something, but then 
changed course. "There's nothing wrong," he finally said. It was just 
as well, for Seven was now determined to follow through with her date 
regardless of any objections. The Doctor then nodded. "I'm sure the 
date will go perfectly. Will we proceed with the planned 
arrangements ? " 

Seven nodded back and turned to leave. "I will see you tonight at 
nineteen hundred hours in holodeck two." 

# 

Evidently, the Doctor wasn't satisfied with simply meeting at the 
holodeck. At eighteen hundred hours and fifty minutes, the Doctor 
entered Cargo Bay Two. It would have been nice if he had signaled 
first. One of the disadvantages of having a cargo bay as your 
quarters. "You're meeting with him in ten minutes. Seven. Why aren't 
you ready?" He appeared perturbed. In fact. Seven noted he often 
appeared this way. 

"I am," Seven said and returned to her work. She had plenty of time 
to complete this task and make it to the holodeck before the required 
time . 

The Doctor, however, had something else on his mind. "Aren't we 
forgetting something? Lesson eight. Dress for Success." 

Ah yes, the Doctor's social lessons. He was taking her education very 
seriously. "My appearance is sufficient." 

"Sufficient, yes, but you could use a little more panache. Let's 
start by doing something different with your hair." The Doctor 
unfastened the pleat holding her hair back. Eor whatever reason the 
feel of when her hair moved as she did was distracting, and so she 
preferred to keep it up. The Doctor attempted to arrange her hair 
without much luck. "I don't have much first-hand experience with 
this, but, try shaking your head a little bit." 

Seven's blonde hair cascaded down to her shoulders as she shook her 
head once slightly. "Is this more appropriate?" 


The Doctor approved. "Yes." He started to move towards one of the 



cargo bay's control stations. "When I first designed your 
dermaplastic garment I also tried my hand at some casual attire. You 
might want to replicate one of these." Seven moved over to look at 
the selection of garments he pulled up on the display. There were 
several options, all of them quite unfamiliar to Seven. 

"How shall I choose?" 

"I think you'd look very nice in this one," the Doctor replied 
pointing to one on the display. 

Seven studied it more closely. The Doctor had pointed to a 
long-sleeve deep lavender colored dress that extended to above the 
knee. A length and wouldn't expose any other of her Borg components. 
If the Doctor thought it was more appropriate, she should defer to 
his judgement. "I am uncertain how to wear such a garment," she 
finally said, "Assist me." She turned to start removing her 
biosuit . 

The Doctor backed away. "Oh, I, I, I'm sure you'll manage. I'll go 
prepare the Holodeck. Remember, the idea is to have fun tonight. I'll 
expect a full report in the morning." He was out of the cargo bay and 
gone . 

Although the Doctor was simply a collection of algorithms programed 
to simulate human behavior, and strictly speaking he had no real 
gender, obviously his programming was sufficient to elicit such a 
response. Indeed, Seven did think of him as a male and she should 
have known better than to make such a suggestion. If these social 
lessons were to be successful, she needed to become more conscious of 
these things. 

As it turned out, replicating the dress and fitting into it was not 
as complicated as she thought it would be. Unfortunately, it did take 
up the remaining time before the scheduled dinner, and so she was 
unable to complete her Astrometrics sensor evaluation before the 
requisite time. At a brisk pace, she was able to reach the entrance 
to Holodeck Two with a couple of minutes to spare. 

Commander Chakotay was already at the entrance waiting for her and 
Seven noted with some humor that he was still in his own uniform. He 
was smiling broadly as she approached. "Seven, you look absolutely 
lovely, " he said. 

Ah, one of the Doctor's previous social lessons suggested returning a 
compliment when one is given. Seven was about to tell the Commander 
that he looked lovely as well, but found she was unable to articulate 
it. A very strange sensation. To Seven, an uncomfortable amount of 
time passed, although it was actually only a few seconds. Finally she 
managed, "Thank you." 

At least the Commander was still smiling. In fact, he didn't seem to 
notice the faux pas and turned towards the holodeck entrance. The 
door opened and they entered the already active program. It was Tom 
Paris' Chez Sandrines program. They stepped down a short set of 
stairs, and after a quick scan. Commander Chakotay led the two of 
them to an empty table. He pulled out one of the chairs and Seven sat 
down in it. She had been prepared for that possibility. Commander 
Chakotay sat down across from her and looked about the room. His 
survey stopped suddenly when he saw who was there with them playing 



the piano. He must not have noticed before. 

"It appears the Doctor is our entertainment for the evening," he said 
with a smirk. 

Seven glanced over to the Doctor and the Doctor nodded back. She 
turned back and said, "I apologize Commander. The Doctor has been 
giving me social lessons and I asked him to observe. I am currently 
on lesson ten . " 

Commander Chakotay dismissed the apology with a wave of his hand. "I 
don't mind," he replied. "I must admit, I was surprised by your 
invitation. And please, we're on a dinner date. Call me 
Chakotay . " 

"Of course. Chakotay." 

"So I'm lesson ten?" 

Seven nodded. He seemed amused by this. She quite enjoyed the dimples 
that formed on the corners of his mouth when he was about to smile. 
"My first date, " Seven clarified. 

Chakotay nodded thoughtfully. "Thank you Seven," he replied. "I feel 
honored . " 

That was unexpected, butaC 1 nice. 

"What made you decide to start these social lessons in the first 
place?" Chakotay asked, not giving her time to respond to the first 
comment . 

"It was the Doctor's suggestion," Seven answered. "Although the 
Captain suggested as much as well. There was aa€ 1 misunderstanding 
about some research I was conducting." 

"I heard about the incident in the mess hall," Chakotay said. 

Seven should have known the particulars had reached the First 
Officer's ears. As she told the Doctor the other day, the crew could 
be very efficient at disseminating information when they choose to 
be. Needless to say, by tomorrow morning there would be those who 
would undoubtedly be speculating about her date with Chakotay Seven 
didn't want to explain why she had collected thirty thousand 
gigaquads of information on the subject, so she picked up her menu 
and motioned for Chakotay to do the same. "We should examine the menu 
so we are ready to specify our choice of nutritional biomatter for 
when the waiter arrives." 

Chakotay picked up his menu and looked over the selections. "What 
would you suggest?" he asked. 

Seven shifted in her seat. "I do know the names of all of the food 
items in _Voyager_'s replicator database, but my pallet is very 
limited," she confessed, "So I don't have a great deal of firsthand 
experience to offer a recommendation." 

"You don't sample the various options or Mister Neelix's 
creations ? " 



"No," Seven responded. "I prefer to eat alone in the cargo 
bay . " 

"Evidently not always, to my advantage, " Chakotay added with a 
wink . 

Another compliment, but how to deliver a compliment in return eluded 
Seven. She scanned the menu quickly. "From what I have observed of 
your choices in the mess hall, however, perhaps one of the garden 
salads listed on the top left portion of the menu would 
suffice . " 

Chakotay nodded approvingly and just then a holographic waiter came 
up to the table. Chakotay turned to Seven, but Seven motioned for him 
to order first. Chakotay studied the menu for a moment more and then 
said "I'll take the salad with the house dressing, but could you add 
some broccoli and bleu cheese crumbles as well. And a bowl of lentil 
soup . " 

The waiter turned to Seven. The Doctor had suggested she order the 
same thing as her date back during lesson five. At the time, she 
hadn't really thought about it, but now she realized she had 
forgotten to look over the menu to pick an alternative for herself. 
"The same for me as well, " she said while folding up the menu and 
handing it to the waiter. 

The waiter nodded and moved away. Chakotay lifted the neck of a 
bottle of champagne that was next to their table in an elevated 
bucket of ice. "Would you care for some?" 

"Synthehol impairs my cortical function. Water will suffice," Seven 
replied stiffly. 

Chakotay let the bottle fall back into the ice. "I think I'll stick 
to water as well, " he said. He seemed distracted and thoughtful for 
some reason, and the interaction elicited a frown. 

Seven became concerned. "Have I said something 
inappropriate? " 

Chakotay shook his head. "Oh no. I was just thinking about the Kadi 
ambassador. I saw him in the mess hall earlier indulging in a great 
deal of food and drink. Neelix must have served him a dozen different 
dishes. I'm a little concerned, given the restrictions that were 
given us, but have been staying out of it to let Neelix handle all of 
the details . " 

This was apparently the initiation of small talk as studied in lesson 
three, and so Seven felt a response was required. "I am sure Mister 
Neelix has things well in hand." 

"I'm sure you're right," Chakotay replied. "It appears, however, the 
ambassador might be getting a little carried away." He again seemed 
to be thinking of something else and when he noticed Seven looking at 
him said. "I was just remembering a story I was told as a 
child. " 

"On the colony world you grew up on. Dorvan Five." 

"That ' s right . " 



Seven had studied Chakotay's Star Fleet record. There was much to 
admire about the man. "Please tell me this story," Seven said 
encouraging. This would allow her to employ two of the Doctor's 
social lessons. Lesson three. Getting to Know You, and the associated 
lesson four. Active Listening. 

Chakotay leaned back in his chair and rubbed his chin. "It's been a 
while since I've told someone a story, let alone think about this 
one. I might be a bit rusty." 

Seven took a sip of water. "I would very much like to hear it, if you 
are willing to indulge me." 

"Well, let me see," he began and looked off to the side. "Are you 
familiar with Coyote?" 

"Canis latrans. A canine species native to North America on 
Earth . " 

"Yes, but I mean the Coyote of myth. The trickster Spirit of Native 
American stories." 

"I am unfamiliar with this individual," Seven replied. "Is knowledge 
of him pertinent to understanding the details of the story from your 
youth? " 

"Perhaps not, " Chakotay agreed and again rubbed his chin as he 
recollected the story. "Okay. The story is called Coyote and the 
Nasty Cardassian." 

Seven raised an eyebrow. "Devised after Earth's Eirst Contact, no 
doubt, " she commented. 

"Probably from the time when my world was first colonized, " Chakotay 
said with both mirth in his eyes and a twinge of what appeared to be 
sorrow. "Anyway, 

"One morning Coyote and his friend Iktome encountered an unfamiliar 
creature in the new land they had settled. The Great Mystery had told 
them there would be many such creatures and to make an effort to get 
to know each of them better when they got the chance . So far, 
although the ways and customs of many of these new creatures were 
strange and different, all were affable. The Great Mystery had warned 
them, however, that not all creatures were friendly and to be 
wary . 

"'Cousin," Coyote said to Iktome, 'let us go and welcome this new 
creature to our land. ' 

"But Iktome was cautious. This new creature was building a fence 
around a plot of land. In the center of this land was a house he had 
also built. And nearby he was damming the waters of the stream to 
fill his fenced in land and supply his house. 'I don't know cousin, ' 
Iktome replied. 'This may be a creature the Great Mystery warned us 
about . ' 

"'Nonsense, ' Coyote said and walked up to the new creature's fence. 
'Hello neighbor, ' he called out. 'Come meet me and my cousin 
Iktome . ' " 



"The new creature must be the Cardassian, " Seven 
interrupted . 

Chakotay nodded. "It's not a very sophisticated story," he admitted. 
He picked up his water and took a sip. 

Seven became concerned she may have discouraged him somehow. "I 
apologize for interrupting. Please continue." 

Chakotay set his water glass back down and leaned in a little closer. 
"So, when the new creature heard Coyote, he turned with a jolt and 
put up his fists. After a short time of looking the two of them over, 
the new creature cautiously approached Coyote and Iktome. 'What do 
you want?' the creature asked. 

"'To get to know you and your ways and your customs better, ' Coyote 
responded. 'What are you called?' 

"'I am a Cardassian and this is my land and my house, ' he 
responded . 

"'I am Coyote and this is my cousin Iktome. Tell us of your ways. 

What do you like to drink neighbor? ' Coyote asked, for it was one of 
his pleasures in life to drink a sweet tea or frothy fermentation 
with friends. 

"'Here," the Cardassian said and gave Coyote a cup a thick hot 
liquid. Coyote tasted it. It tasted of the harbor and was hard to 
swallow. The Cardassian laughed at Coyote. 

"'What do you like to eat neighbor?' Coyote asked, hoping perhaps the 
newcomer's food would be more to his taste for he also loved to 
sample the variety of fruits and nuts and roots that nature 
offered . 

"Here, " the Cardassian said and gave Coyote a bowl with a green meat 
in a white broth. Coyote tasted it. It tasted of the soil and was 
hard to swallow. The Cardassian laughed again at Coyote. 

"'What do you like to do neighbor?' Coyote asked, hoping it might be 
to play games or ask riddles as was the favorite pastime of Iktome 
and himself. 

"'To be left alone and not to be bothered, ' the Cardassian replied, 
and moved off to his house and slammed the door shut. Coyote and 
Iktome were not welcome inside. 

"The two friends decided that the Cardassian was the creature the 
Great Mystery had warned them about. That night. Coyote and Iktome 
added logs to the Cardassian 's dam and let the water inside the 
Cardassian 's house to bother him instead." 

Seven blinked her eyes when the story was finished. Chakotay must be 
a skillful story teller for she had been drawn in to listening to his 
every word. Chakotay was looking at her, as if waiting for a 
response. She should have paid more attention to the Doctor during 
lesson six. Beguiling Banter. She wasn't entirely sure how the story 
connected to the Kadi ambassador. Perhaps it was related to the 
sampling of drink and food that Chakotay had alluded to. Or rather. 



perhaps that is the reason why it came to Chakotay's mind. Seven did 
know that Chakotay's colony world was close to Cardassian space, and 
given the 'lesson' of the story, undoubtedly relations with the 
Cardassians were strained when he was growing up. It was past time 
for a response. "Not very flattering to the Cardassians," Seven 
finally said. 

Chakotay laughed. "I suppose not," he said, but then turned more 
serious. "It's hard, knowing it's all now gone." 

Of course. Seven belatedly recalled some of the details of the 
information they received from the alpha quadrant during those data 
streams through the Hirogen sensor web. That was the reason Chakotay 
appeared earlier to both smile and seem sad at the same time. The 
Cardassians, with the aid of a new ally, had finally crushed the 
remaining resistance on Dorvan Five. Her comment might be construed 
as insensitive. She was about to apologize for her transgression when 
the food arrived. The waiter placed both the salad and soup in front 
of each of them and then topped off their water glasses. 

"Thankfully not Fish Juice and Zabu Stew, " Seven said instead when 
the waiter left, trying to lighten the mood. 

This seemed to catch Chakotay by surprise. He smiled and nodded back, 
and again Seven found this simple interaction enjoyable. When she 
initiated these social lessons, she looked upon them as tasks to 
accomplish, a checklist to complete. She now realized that it wasn't 
necessarily the completion of the task that mattered, but rather the 
interaction and enjoying the company of the other person. Chakotay 
lifted a spoonful of the lentil soup, but before putting it in his 
mouth, he said, "Okay, so now it's your turn. Let's hear a story from 
you . " 

Seven became anxious. "I have no stories to tell," she said with 
growing alarm. 

"This is very good, " Chakotay said, referring to the soup and 
ignoring her objection. "You should try some." 

Seven tentatively picked up her spoon and tried some of the soup. It 
was rather bland, although perhaps a bit tastier than the nutritional 
supplements she often ate. 

They both had a few more spoonfuls before Chakotay spoke again. "I'm 
not letting you off the hook," he said, whatever that meant. "I'd 
like to hear a story you remember from when you were a little 
girl . " 

"I'm uncertain if I can comply," she said hesitantly. 

"Tell me of the colony world where you were born then, " Chakotay 
prompted. "Tendara, wasn't it?" 

Seven nodded stiffy. "We left the colony when I was three. I have no 
memories of it." That wasn't quite true. She had a vague recollection 
of a thunder storm during the rainy season. Would he be interested in 
hearing that trivial detail? Chakotay was looking at her expectantly 
and was now lifting a forkful of the salad to his mouth when his comm 
badge chimed. 



"_Neelix to Commander Chakotay_. " Seven noted that Mister Neelix 
sounded frantic. 

"Go ahead, " Chakotay responded. 

"_Commander. I need your help with the Kadi ambassador_. " 

"I'm kind of busy right now Neelix. Can this wait?" 

"_Commander. This is an emergency. The ambassador left the group 
while I was showing him the hydroponics bay and now I can't find him 
anywhere_. " 

Chakotay put down his fork reluctantly. 

"It is quite alright, Chakotay," Seven said. "Duty calls." 

"I'll be right there," he said back to Neelix and touched his comm 
badge to end the connection. He then turned to Seven. "I'm so 
sorry . " 

"One of the hazards of dating the First Officer, " Seven 
commented . 

Chakotay lingered as he digested what Seven had said and then stood 
up. "I was having a wonderful time," he said. "Next time I'll make 
sure I dress more appropriately and we'll turn our comm badges off." 
He smiled and then made his way up the stairs of Chez Sandrines and 
out of the holodeck. 

The Doctor was over at Seven's table before the holodeck doors were 
closed. "What happened?" he asked with concern. 

Seven picked up her own fork. Might as well not let the meal go to 
waste and she was curious how the salad tasted. "He was called away 
by Mister Neelix. Something to do with the Kadi ambassador. I think 
otherwise the evening was going quite well." 

The Doctor appeared visibly relieved. "Do you think he'll take you to 
the Kadi ambassador's reception tomorrow night?" he then asked. He 
seemed overly eager about the possibility. 

Seven sampled the salad. It was actually quite good. She returned her 
attention to the Doctor. "The subject didn't come up, although he 
alluded to his desire to perhaps engage in a future date." She took 
another sip of the soup and felt quite pleased. "I think I'd like 
that very much as well." 

# 

Author's note: I had every intention of making this date fail as 
miserably as the one in the show with Chapman, but then set things 
right in a later chapter. As I wrote it, however, it didn't turn out 
that way. Somehow Chakotay started telling another Dorvan V Coyote 
story and before I knew it things turned out rather well. I have 
something else in mind now. 


3 . The Next Day 



Chapter 3 a€" The Next Day 


Chakotay came to Astrometrics a full thirty minutes early the next 
day . 

"You are early, " Seven said. Fortunately the daily Astrometrics 
report was already completed. She picked up the PADD from the corner 
of the aft station and reached it out to him. 

Chakotay accepted the PADD but then immediately placed it off to the 
side. Instead of any of the usual greetings, he leaning up against 
the station across from her. "I've got to get ready for the Kadi 
ambassador's reception and thought I'd stop by early to make sure I 
had enough time with you." 

"Oh?" 

"Don't think I've forgotten," he said, leaning back a bit and folded 
his arms. He seemed amused and pleased with himself. 

Today's interaction had taken a curious turn and Seven wasn't exactly 
sure what he was alluding to. Last night's date had apparently 
changed the parameters of their relationship. This was uncharted 
territory for Seven, although she was encouraged by his smile, or 
perhaps more appropriately, his smirk. Last night Chakotay had asked 
her to call him by his given name and she had considered the matter 
carefully. On the surface, it sounded irrelevant, but obviously held 
some significance to him. "I know we're technically still on duty," 
she finally said, "and I suppose it's bending the protocols a bit, 
but would you like for me to call me Chakotay when it's just the two 
of us?" 

Chakotay thought about it for just a moment and nodded. "You did ask 
me out on a date, after all, and I think I'd like that." 

"Very well Chakotay," she responded. "I'm uncertain what I've 
forgotten that you thought I didn't think you forgot." That was a 
mouthful. Seven turned her statement over in her mind once more to 
make sure it made sense. 

Chakotay narrowed his eyes. "Your story," he said. "I told you a 
Coyote story about the nasty Cardassian, and so now it's your turn to 
tell me a story that you remember from when you were young. I must 
admit, I've been curious about it all day." 

Oh, of course. From their conversation the previous evening. 
Fortunately she had given that some thought too. Their dinner had 
been cut short by Mister Neelix's emergency before she had a chance 
to say anything. "Were you successful in discovering the location of 
the ambassador?" 

"From what we gathered, he was all about the ship. Turns out, he 
ended up in the holodeck. The Sandrines program was still active. We 
should have stayed right where we were." 

"I must have neglected terminating the program after finishing my 
meal, " Seven replied. "Were you able to eventually finish your meal 
as well?" 

"A disappointing snack in my quarters I'm afraid," Chakotay 



revealed . 


His response hit a chord with Seven. Is that how she felt after 
ingesting a meal alone in the cargo bay? It was becoming clearer to 
Seven the benefits of being in the company of others, particularly 
those whom you were compatible with. Her recent forays into 
socialization with the crew were proving more and more successful. 
That reminded her of instances that occurred since the previous 
evening. "I've had an inordinate amount of attention today due to our 
date last night, " she commented. 

"How so?" 

"In separate instances here in Astrometrics , in the corridor outside 
Cargo Bay Two, and in the turbolift when I was leaving the mess hall. 
Crewman Celes, Crewman Jor and Crewman Henley all engaged me in 
superfluous conversation with the intent of assessing what transpired 
last night during our dinner." 

"What did you tell them?" 

"I provided the requested details and explained we had an enjoyable 
time . " 

Chakotay nodded. "That about sums it up." 

"I also overheard an interesting conversation between Crewmans Celes 
and Telfer. They were obviously unaware I could hear them and were 
engaged in speculation regarding our future relationship and an 
alleged relationship between you and Captain Janeway." 

Chakotay shook his head. "I don't know where these rumors get 
started, " he said exasperated. 

"Apparently from the frequency they've observed you and the Captain 
sharing a meal together in her quarters, " Seven responded. 

"Tal and Billy should know better, " Chakotay replied. He again looked 
at Seven with narrowed eyes. "But Seven, I do believe you're 
stalling . " 

Chakotay 's observation wasn't too far from the truth. Seven carefully 
placed the PADD back down on the aft station and picked up a second 
PADD and consulted it. There was one more thing she wanted to inquire 
about. "I was actually conducting research about the story you told 
me last night and have a few questions first." 

Chakotay sighed, but rather than truly being exasperated he appeared 
to be enjoying himself. "What about?" 

"I consulted the ship's database about North American folklore and 
myths, and in particular, the Trickster Spirit Coyote. I couldn't 
find a reference to any Coyote story or myth that involved a 
Cardassian . " 

He nodded. "I imagine those particular fables were only told on my 
colony world," he confessed. "There's quite a few of them if you're 
interested . " 

"About that," Seven said, softening her voice. At least she hoped it 



was coming out that way. "It occurs to me that one of my comments 
last night may have been insensitive given what occurred on your home 
world. I wisha€l" 

Chakotay interrupted her with a wave of his hand. "I wanted to 
actually thank you about that." 

"Thank me?" 

Chakotay paused for a moment. "I haven't thought about my world since 
we received the Star Fleet data feed and discovered it was destroyed. 
I've been, avoiding the subject." He looked to the side for a moment, 
but then turned to face Seven again. "Our conversation last night got 
me thinking about it again. My family. My people. It's about time I 
sort through those feelings." 

"I would be happy to assist if you think it would help." 

"I would like that," Chakotay said, his smile returning. It made 
Seven more content to see some measure of peace return to his 
continence and she was happy she suggested it. "Now about your 
story . " 

"Just a moment," Seven said, glancing down at the PADD . "I still have 
some questions to clear up about your narrative. Coyote's friend, 
this Iktome, appears to be a spider. It seems highly unlikely that a 
coyote and a spider could be cousins or friends, let alone play games 
with one another." 

Now Chakotay laughed out loud. Seven felt pleased with herself that 
she was able to elicit such a response. "I guess Iktome is a very big 
spider," he said. "But don't think you're wiggling out of telling me 
a story with all these questions. I have plenty of time." 

Seven paused, imaging how she might achieve such a feat by twisting 
and bending. She placed the PADD back down with the first. The rest 
of her questions could wait. "Very well. In fact, last night before 
regenerating, I did prepare myself with a story in case you asked. A 
story from a picture book I vaguely recollected from before my 
assimilation, possibly even from before my family left Tendara. I 
consulted the ship's database to familiarize myself again with the 
images and narrative." 

Chakotay stepped closer and again leaned on the console between them. 
There was eagerness and anticipation in his eyes and Seven hoped she 
was up to the task. She should have prepared several options, but 
this was the only one she could clearly remember as being something 
from when she was a small girl, and that is what Chakotay had 
requested . 

"It is about a caterpillar," Seven began. "A very hungry caterpillar 
that hatches from an egg one evening. On successive days she starts 
to eat through various forms of biomatter, although none of it was 
actually the correct dietary material for a caterpillar. On the sixth 
day, the caterpillar was still hungry, and so ate through a variety 
of other foodstuff and confections, but again, the nourishment was 
more suitable to Homo sapiens than a larvae of a member of the 
Lepidoptera order. This made the caterpillar ill. On the subsequent 
day, the caterpillar finally consumed biomatter consistent with her 
genome, and by this point, had become rather large and at last not 



hungry anymore. The caterpillar then encased herself into a 
chrysalis . " 

At this point Seven paused. "As a young child, I was unfamiliar with 
the process of metamorphosis, and so what happens next was most 
extraordinary and my parents had to explain it to me in detail. 
Perhaps this is why I remember it so clearly after all this 
time . " 

"The caterpillar emerges from its chrysalis and has transformed into 
a beautiful butterfly, " Chakotay finished. 

Seven nodded. She was surprised to see that Chakotay appeared 
mesmerized by this short account . "I know it's simple, but you did 
request a story from my childhood, and this is one I 
remembered . " 

Chakotay was looking at her in a way that made her both excited and 
uncomfortable. A combination of sensations that she was unfamiliar 
with separately, let alone together. The feeling of being in 
uncharted territory became even more pronounced. Perhaps she should 
have consulted with the Doctor and practiced additional social 
lessons before meeting with Chakotay a second time. 

"Seven, " he finally said. The way he intoned her name was quite 
unlike any other instance of someone addressing her. At least that is 
how she heard it. "Are you planning to attend the Kadi ambassador's 
reception this evening?" 

"I try to avoid such gatherings when I can," Seven 
confessed . 

Chakotay nodded. "I wish I had that option." He continued to turn 
something over in his head. "Would you care to attend the reception 
with me?" 

That sounded promising. In fact, the Doctor had pressed her to attend 
earlier in the day, to the point of even suggesting she ask Chakotay 
out again. He was most adamant about it. This turn of events was even 
better. "Are you asking me out on a date?" 

"Yes. I believe I am." 

"Then I accept . What attire would be appropriate? The Doctor has 
designed several other garments I could choose from if last night's 
selection was satisfactory." 

"It was more than satisfactory. You looked beautiful in that dress 
last night." Chakotay thought for a moment. "However, the reception 
is an official function and the officers are expected to be in their 
formal dress uniforms." 

"I am not an officer nor do I possess a formal dress uniform." 

Again Chakotay was thinking. She could see it clearly in the way his 
eyes took on an unfocused look. "I think it's about time you get one. 
You are a member of this crew, the head of Astrometrics , and you 
participate in the senior staff meetings. I think it appropriate for 
you to be representing _Voyager_ in a dress uniform at the 
ambassador's reception." 



"I am not a member of Star Fleet," Seven reminded him. 

"Technically, nor am I." 

Seven considered his request. "Truth be known, I've often wondered 
why it is only Mister Neelix and myself who have not been assigned 
Star Fleet uniforms." 

Chakotay shrugged. "I suppose it's because the two of you have no 
prior connection to Star Fleet." 

"There are several former Maquis members with no ties to Star Fleet 
that nonetheless are expected to wear a uniform, " Seven 
countered . 

"I can't argue with that," Chakotay concluded. "And I don't have a 
good answer. Can you replicate a uniform from the same material as 
your biosuits?" 

"That shouldn't be a problem. What rank insignia should I 
use? " 


Chakotay chuckled. "I'm not sure what the Captain would say if I were 
to promote you in her absence." He seemed to consider this some more 
and added, "Perhaps the best option would be the Maquis insignia we 
use. That's something I can do. I will make you an honorary member of 
the Maquis." 

Seven nodded satisfied. "That would be sufficient. Very well, 
Chakotay. I will replicate a dress uniform and attend the Kadi 
ambassador's reception with you this evening." 


End 
f ile . 



